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on foot following in the rear, a convoy of yellow
dogs barking round the tiny caravan into whose
narrow compass all the worldly goods of so many
human beings are compressed.
But the nomads are not the only inhabitants of
the valley ; there are one or two more luxurious
encampments. An Indian prince has pitched his
camp there, and greets you as you pass, fishing-
rod in hand, with an amicable * Good-evening
sar.' His scanty English, confined though it be
to this one salutation, somewhat destroys the local
colour of the scene. Noble Persians fly in the
summer to this cool retreat, pitching elaborate
tents of French or Indian manufacture by the edge
of the river, stabling thirty or forty horses in the
open air, riding through the country attended by
an army of servants whom they carry with them
even on their fishing expeditions, and who follow
close behind their masters when they venture
waist-high into the stream in the enthusiasm of
sport. The grandees bring their women with
them ; white canvas walls enclose the tents of
wives and daughters whom captivity holds even in
these free solitudes, and their negro attendants are
familiar figures by the river sallows, where their
shrouded forms hover sadly. They understand
camp life, these Persian noblemen ; they are as
much at home among the mountains as in their
gardens and palaces. Their lavish magnificence
is not out of keeping with the splendours of nature.
. . . But you are only playing at nomads, after